The hijtory 

To fee vs heere vnarmd. I haue a womans longing, 

An appetite that I am fick with-all, 5 

To fee great HeBor in his weeds -of peace. 

To talke with him, and to behold hts vifage, 

Eucn to my full of view. A labour /su’d. 

Enter Therfites. 

Thtrjl, A wonder. Achil, What? 

Therfi. Amx goes yp and downc the field asking f ot 
himfelfe. Achil, How fo? 

Therfi, He muft fight finely to morrow with Heeler, and 
is fo prophetically proud of anheroycall cudgeling .that 
he raucs in faying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be ? 

7herfi . Why a ftaikesvp and downe like a peacock. a 
.tride and a ftand : ruminates like an hofhfle, that hath no 
Anthmatique butherbraine tofet downe her reckonings 
bites his lip with a politique regarde, as who /hould fay 
there were witte in this head and twoo’d out : and fo there 
ts. But it lyes as coldly in him , as fire in a flint , which will 
not lho W without knocking, the mans vndone for cuer , for 
ifHc^r breakenot his neck ith’combate, hee’ie breakt 
nimlelfe in vaine glory . Hee knowes not mec . ) fayd 
good morrow t And hee replyes thankes Aramem- 
non. What thmke you of this man that take-, mecfdr the 
Generali? Hcesgrowne a very land-filh languageldfe a 
monlter, a plague of opinion, a man may weare it on both 
fides like a 1 ether Ierkin. 

Achil Thou mull be my Ambaffador Therfites . 

Thefi. Who I : why heele anfwer no body : bee profef- 
fes not anfwcring, fpeaking is forbeggers.- heweares his 
tongue in s armes, I will put on his prefence, let Patroeins 
make demands to me. You (ball fee the pageant of Aiax 

Achil. To him P atrocity, te\\ him I humbly defi e the va * 
ltant Atax, to inuite the valorous HeBor to come vnairnd 
to my tent , andto procure fafe-conduft for h s perLn of 
the magnanimous and moftilluftriom.fixeor feauen times 
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cfTroyltts and Crejfeida. 

Tnue beffe great Aiax. TherJ. Hum. 

j come from the worthy Achilles. 

a o procure &fc conrluS from *&«"*»*• 

7 herf. Agmemnon ? Ha ? 

Patr. I my Lord. 

Patr. What fay yen too t. 

Therf God buy you with allm) heart. 

patr. Your anfwer fir. leucn 0 f the clock 

! Thtrf. Fateyec well wteb all my hearr. 

Al.iAWhy.but he is Lfick mill be in- 

knockt out bis braines, 1 know not. 
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to make Catlings on. a letter to him ftraight. 

JJrjffimirita W«r urrAiTea, it, lhadracherbea.ru* 

Jm'mr.Vi*™*' 1 * ?«”*" mA ,m6 ‘- 

Paris. Seeho ? who is that there 2 
Deich. It is the Lord i 

h the Prince there in peifon ? 

Had I lb 

As your pnr.qe l?^ ) po thing du 1 

cui..u mK mu hrdvnateof my company. 



